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to find out whether the place was really under
foreign management. The coolie's face brightened,
and he gave the affirmative Ai yah. I paid him
off and entered the building without hesitation.
The fact that the staircase was decrepit and un~
swept did not deter me from entering, for I have
found amusing dancing establishments in Shanghai
in the most unpromising surroundings- I climbed
five flights of semi-dark steps before I reached a
lantern-lit doorway across which a chain of Chinese
characters was sci'awled in chalk. This was the
4 House of Benevolent Plenty.'
" I knocked loudly. Through a window below I
could see in the fleeting moonlight a pair of beggars
scavenging grimly in a refuse dump. The sight
invoked in me a momentary horror similar to that
which certain drawings of Gustave Core used to
arouse in my mind during childhood. The door in
front of me opened suddenly and I saw two tall
Manchus just inside. Beyond them stood an
extremely fat European woman. A gold snake
ornament hung sinisterly beneath the rolls of fat at
her neck. She wore a low red velvet dress.
'"You've a new cabaret, madam?' I asked
tentatively, as I entered. She seemed a little
surprised to see a customer.
"c Oh, yess,' she answered. " Some nice girls and
good champagne.9 She led me into an ill-lit room.
The air was stale and smoke-laden. A few rattan-
chairs were scattered about untidily. On a couch
in the far corner I saw two more fat Russian women.